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him. If he gazes at scenes from Sophocles or Cor-
neille, he is not the victim or the hero; he weeps over
remote misfortunes which art evokes to move him.
But here he is himself, when he wishes, as he wishes,
to the extent that he chooses. Chance and cupidity
together make him the sport of a personal drama,
both terrifying and joyous, in which hope, fear, joy,
gloom, follow one another, or rather combine almost
at the same moment, and keep him panting in a fever
which grows to madness; for if we speak of the pas-
sion for drink, we speak of the fury of gambling."

To an honorable peace, which yet imposed upon his
pride a few sacrifices, Napoleon, that stubborn and
relentless gambler, preferred war with all Europe.
" It was doubtless," said Thiers, " madness for him-
self, a cruelty for the many victims doomed to perish
in the battlefield, a sort of treason against France."

After having won fabulous sums, this hardiest of
players, lucky up to that day, lost suddenly a large
portion in the Russian campaign. He wished to take
his revenge, and found his old luck; his gains were
considerable : Liitzen and Bautzen. Had he been
wise he would then have been satisfied; his losses
were almost made good. But no! that was not
enough; he wanted to go on playing. All or
nothing, was his motto. As foolish a motto as well
could be; for Fortune, who is a woman, finally tires
of her greatest favorites. Once more ! shouted Na-
poleon. No! was Fortune's answer; and by wish-
ing to regain the whole, he lost everything.